r‘em. you bet, above the roar
the waves on the »

But one night Jim came =aflin’ home,
And the L.ttle kids weren't on the sends—
Jim kinder wondered they hadn’t come,
And a tremblin® wok holt o' his knees and

on the hill

nds,
And he Jearnt the worst up
bowed his hend —

In the little bouss, su’ he
“The fever,” they sald.

*Twas an pwlual {ime (or fisherman Jim,
With them darlin’s ovin' store his eyes—
They kept a callin, sn’ beok'nin’ him,
For they kind o wandered in mind—their

Woeore nl cut the waves an’ fsherman Jim
An’ the Hitle boat a-»ailin’ for shore—
il they =peke no more,

Well, fisherman Jim lived on and on,
And hbi bair grew white and the wrinkles
Chine,
But he never smiled, and his hoart seemed
gnne,
And he never was hoard to speak the name
Ot the little kids who were baried there
Up on the hiil in sleht o' the sea,
Under a whiler tree,

One nigh they eame and told me to haste
To the house on the nill, for Jim was sick,
And thuy sald I hadan't no tiwe to waste;
For his tide was ebbin’ powerful quick,
An’' he seemed to be wana rin’ and crary like,
An' s seein’ sjulits he oughtn't 1o ses—
An’ bad ealled tor me.

And fisherman Jim sez he to me,
“It's my last, Jast crutse—yon understand -
I'm a-sailin' & dark and dreadiul =oa,
But off on the turther shore, on the sand,
Are the kids, who's a-beok nin' and callin® my
name
Jess as thoy did—ah, mate, you know—
In the long ago.”

No, sir; he wasn't afraid to die,
For all that night he seemed to nee
His little bovs of the years gone by,
And to hear sweet voloes jorgot by me:
An' just as the mornin' #un come up-
“'I'!u-\'lru bolding me by the bands!” he
cried—
An’ 8o he died.

‘““BLack ERig.”

BY SARA B. ROAE.

“I differ from you there, Myrtle.”

“I do not see how you ean, Muriel.
I never could marry into a family who
thought I was not their equal.”

“But T am the esqual of the Sear
bores, Myrtie. Not one of the family,
excepting Hugh, has a soul to appre-
ciate the beauties of art; not one of
them could tell the difference between
a chromo and a genuine gem in oil. I
would be an ornawment to their family,
any dear.”

“They do not think so.”

“They. bave never seen me, my
sister ; and besides, if I were not their
oqual, do you not think that my feel-
ings are to be considered? From my
own point of view I think that my hap-
pinegs is as important as Mrs, Scar-
boro's.”

“That may be all very well
yvour point of view
little, Muriel.”

“We differ a great deal, Myrtle. Now,
I never conld do the degrading work

from
but we differ a

“Wo are to bs marriod
one year,”

My silence seemed to astonish Muriel,
and Hugh said wonderingly :

“And now that it is sottled, explain
m hl;lmni- , Muriel, when you said

yrtle made arrangements to

‘take in the swindlers.'”

“I will," she re with more ani-
mation than usual. “You know she Las
been taking pictures at the o?
Well, she was not satisfied with that;
she has actually sent in lower terms
than Barton, who bas been taking the
rogues’ pictures at the police conrt, and
she has undermined him. At any rate,
they have been hore with a half dozen
burglars and one or two murderers and
assault and batterers, aud we may ex-
pect them at any time with more.” ,

“A wise man is the Sheriff,” said
Hugh, lau%hing. “Myrtle don't mean
to got left.

“It pays well," I replied, pleased with
Hugh's approval. “But it is not very
easy work. Harter, the burglar, sprang
out of the chair, irons and all, in order
to spoil his picture yesterday, and Lef-
fingwell, the wife-beater, posed as care-
fully ua any belle could do, but at the
eritical moment, he made the fearfulest
grimace possible to man. Not one of
them likes to have hts picture taken—
they will spoil it if they ean.”
“There ia some one coming up the
stairs,” said Hugh, rising with Muriel,
and following me into the studio.
The door opened, and two blue-coat-
ed policemen entered, escorting as
handsome a man as ever I beheld.
Even Muriel lost her unconcerned air as
her artistic eve took in the tall, well-

ot the end of | tion then?" she asked,
nocent. “How selfieh you are.”

I felt that my fuce was betraying me,
but I held on temper. So then
she knew that I finished two pic-
tures, I had not given her credit for
80 much penetration.

After all this I dared not csk after
the fortunes of Mr. Irving.

Muriel had no such sern

“Then that was really Black Erie?"
she asked, when the Sheriff came in

“Oh, yes, we have sent him back to

though. He pretended to the last that
he could clear himself.

Muriel looked slyly at me but said
nothing, but I believe she read my
thoughts as if they were an open book.

Time ppssed on and Hugh called up-
on us regularly. Muriel's lover was a
true onéffor he never wavered when
Lis parents disowned him for his en-
gagement to & povertv-stricken artist,
and he went at bLusiness with a vim
which pleased even unbelieving me,

He showed thas there was something
in him, and I liked him better than I
had ever done when I thought him the
petted child of fortane, the heir to half
o milion,

For all that T teed to get Muriel to
break the engagement. Hugh was sac-
rificing a good deal for her.

SBhe only lnughed and declared that
Mrs. Scarboro’s objeetions were un-
founded. becanse she wus only a wealthy
“parvenu.”

“Am I not an artiste?” she asked,
with » grand air,

Hugh became so angry at me 3hat I

A number of heavy white
stones were piled up on eme
dooks along the viver, They w
signedl to scme isterior town
ity miles from thw eity, and were of
the style, make, sawl tinish so long in

k
bick on the wharf and talked to a
young wan whom he had balted and
asked for o mateh, “Millstones lave
pretiy neazly gone out of date,” mid
he, with a balf monrnfull air, *and with
them have gone the ocompation I hesw
iollowed fos thirty yearm Ses lLere!”

snd the old wean crowded bis hat over
‘om to the bmek part of Yde head and

phain sight. & was pitted adl over witis
namberless ugdy dimples, dwpressions,

amad cate, and looked as i1 he might
some day have bad the small-pox,

“Do you know how that was done ?”
he wsked. The young mam did not
know. “By picking millstones,” was
the gunickly voluteered infammation,
“Nerone who hus ever follbwed the
busimess of givisg those stomes that
keen snt toxture 'hat enables hem to
crushiand grind goain can escaye those
ents ond scars. Why, my face 1s liter-
ally illed with thie little parti€les of
steel smd stone, and.my eyes hawe sen-
sons offpuining me terribly, Buot the
profesmon has abonbrun its rase. In

kuit figure, the dark, brilliant eyes, the
richly bronzed complexion, and the
half-amused smile arcund the perfect
month.

“Miss Maxton, we've brought ‘Black
Erie,’ the forger and counterfeiter, to
have his picture taken. We've hunted
a spell for him, but we've got bhim as
last.”

*You are mistaken in my name, gen-
tlemen, I am Ira Irving, and my home
is in San Francisco, ns 1 shall soon be
able to prove. You may take my photo
if it is any gratification to these ofli-
m'r.’i.'

The gnardians of the publie peace
smiled significantly, and Muriel said,
in an aside to Hugh;

“What a pity. Isn't he
]Ia\'t’!}‘ it

“He isu’t guilty !I” I exclaimed, turn-
ing sharply upon Marel,

I was startled at my own act = soon
as the words had eseaped me. One of
the men said, gquietly:

“Every ecriminal deelares his inne- | promse for once.

cence, Miss Maxton. This man @ one Nothing ever excited hor “dars; bat |
of the most daring and dangerous ehar- | Huglh, secing that I was filled.owith ap- |
acters with whom we have to deal.” i prebension, replied soberly and. ab

gindy eried “quits” ag last. They
treated me to some scathing vidicule |
about “Black Erie,” in msturn fer my |
well-meant advice, and I agreed to|
meddle no more if they wald' maivdain
# striet silence concerning him.
Everything went on se-nenal with ns
for a time until one evening Hagh |
eame in with a Jong drawn face..
“News,” he cried, throwing' himwelf
into my Wbig chair,

“Grood or bad ?” asked Mariol,. bown-
iag upon bim like u sunbeam.

*Bud, of course,” I hazarded.. “Wliat |
is t? Has somebody goti the rognes
gallery away from me?”

*Good,” smiled Muriel, hopefully.
knew L sheuld succeed at last,™
Hagh fastened his big graweyes upen |
each 6of usin turn, “Whatidoyon sugp- |
pose it is, girls ¥” !
“Black Eriv has returned like o faiey
priree, with a chariot lined with gold,
aftes the beantilul ma den whebeliovad |
in him” eried Muriel, breaifing her |

er

perfectly

I attended strietly to» business after { once: ,
that, working as rapidly as the stase of “U 8 good luck, Myrtle, Muriels
my nerves would allow. pictara is sold, and your [atlier’s, alsa, |
The prisoner sat ns sheerfully as if {and 1 hawe a buyer for as-any moee
the picture was taken for a ladies! al-+ na ysn will part with.”
bum, exposing his feataves to the fll! 1% was true, although Ticoald  hardly
light in a manner very unasual to cxim- 1 realiza it. An Eastern pictare. deaies
mals, '1 wus m bown, had noticed the pictuzes,
“T have done all that T ean toward the | had liked them and paid an alest
picture to-day,” 1 sald when 1 had fin- 'l fabmlous price for them. wo- thought |
1shed, y {e was coming on the mogeow: to. sae
The officers arose te remove tieir | ourantive stock.

which you delight in—taking those hor- |
rible ptefures of the dead in the I

!Ti.rw, tor instance; anpd your last

fxank #s even worse vet—allowing the

Sheriff to bring crinmnals into our very |
presence to get their photos for the
rogues' gallery. Yes, we differ, and
you are the worst of the two."

“My work brings us bread and bmt-
ter, Muriel, while your ‘gems in
oj}'—"

“Well, what about them ?” asked my
sister, unpntit-utl_\‘. as 1 paused,
ashamad of myself,

“They eertainly save us wall-paper—
that i8.a% tem, sis. Do let's stop guar-
relivgg, now. You touch up these pho-
tographs, while I prepare lunoh,” 1 ex-
. claimed, starting up and hurrying into
«the little room where our eooking was |
«lone.

Nuariel pever seemed to realize that
wo were but poor artists, She carried
the air of a grand duchess with her
wherever she went, and spoke conde-
scendingly to people who were worth
their tundreds of thousands. 1 was
quite provoked ut her, for while I
caught eagerly at any work 1 could get,
even tintypes, she would touch nothing
but ideal faces, and landseapes in ail.
“The landscapes were ideal also, for we
were too poor to travel. Besutiful and

dreamy as her pictures were. I conld
not help begrndging the time she spent
over them, for slhe never sokl one of
them by auy chance.

Hard work 1 had of it, too. Besides
heing the bread-winner, 1 did the
housawork, running down stairs and up
again & half dozen times a day, after
necessaries, while she toiled on mnces-
santly over these unending pictures.

Still, I should remember that it was
my duty, for had not ru]m, after divid-
ing lris store of unsold pictures between
s, said:

“Myrtle, although you are the young-
er, I leave Muriel in your care. You
are practical, you will succeed, Muriel
will be as her father has been before
hor, & dreamer of dreams.”

Thinking it over, I felt sorry that I
bad ever felt impatient toward my sis-
ter, oven when she found fanlt with my
“degrading work,” as she called it
And now she wanted to marry a man
whose parents thought her beneath

' with his prisoners, be will go baek to

man. He tarned to me and said, earn-"1 What & time we had unpasking  md
estly: 1 diting those old pictures thnt evenma.

“Miss Maxton, I hope soon to free ny- Heagh remained with us till miduieht,
self from this charge, aml in your « wes, | DU When If“ left s our. tased was done, |
and that of all the workd, appear as I, and we awaited with beatirg heactesthe |
am in reality, an honest man, When I'| cOming of the stranger, ) .
ean do so. vou will gee me again.” Muriel. are we in fairy ddad -’ﬂ"““".“ :
I bowed withont speaking, and the thing is here except the privce,” Flaaad |
three departed. thanens evening, a5 we stoed with what |
“There, Myrtle, vou will have tolook | Was bo us unparalleled wealth n  oar |
out or vou will lose yeur place. X the | dnnds, one-third of our pictures gone,
Sheriff finds yon are falling in love | & Premise of a larger ordar aud Muriel |

: | wibly every picture she cauld paiat: en-
JEnawd.

“I'he prince is heres™ she. roplied,
| gaaimg fondly up at Hugh, =5 shall
linewe to puint *Black Eise’ now™

“Don’t,” T aried, a sminess oumning to
uwe in the midst of all my joy.

*You forget vour jwamize, dhelimg,'
said Hugh, softly, to Muriel, s¢. I went |
back to my work-roorato hids tie tears
i Iy eves,

We took. a cottage.aftor thain mstond
of living in my plotograjslic rooms.
Here Mumol painted and % spent my
few leisure hours. I gswe ap the tin-
types and the rogues’ golleny, for they |
were amnecessary now, fer papas
picturel turned cat to be indeed o for-
tune. Muriel, tes, becamw the fashion,
and woney andi society she had until
she tieed of them.

Mis. Senrboyo tnrned with the tide,
and made fwends with Hugh aud/
Muriel and myself, sad went abonk
town raving over “Miss Maxton, tho.
artiste, to whom my son is engaged.”

She also kindly offered to “bring wiw |
out,” but this I could not allow, in £t
it was all sickening o me. 1 had come
to be consented with my lot—nearix

Murie] and her Jover were masvied
in grand style.

Barton,” exclaimed Muriel, laughing.
I bit my lip, and 1 knew I clmnged
eolor, and Hugh wisely chenged the
subject.

“1 say, Muriel, which do you consides
your very best picture? 1'm going to

pret it framed and put it on exhibition

for yon."

They began looking over har asseort- |
ment of pictures, and “Black Erie™ was |
forgotten, by them at least. A young |
Indy came m who wished ber cabinets
taken, and then Hugh claimed my at-
tention.

“Now, Myrtle, choosa the one you

like best from among your father's

]ri-'tl'll'u-'_i," he said, “and 1 will take that ;
also. I have an idea that I oan do

gomething with them.”

“Castles in the air,” I replied, as I

sclected an anvient “Iortress on” the
Rbine.” “How many poor paps builded
to see them topple and fall. All people
want nowadays is work, and that upon
some pressing demand of the day. 1
wounld sell the whole of these paintings
for ten dollars if papa had not painted
them.”

“What a dreadful girl yon are,” sighed
Muriel. “She would crush the last hit
of romance from life.”

Hugh looked at me compassiovately.

“Myrtle, you know that I would lift

this burdeft from your shoulders gladly,
and to-day, if you would allow it. My
parents wounld soon learn to love Mu-
riel, and our home wonld be yoors until
you found one of your own.”
" “Thank you,” I replied angratefully.
“Muriel can go where she is not want-
ed, if she likes, but 1 do not intend to
add myself to the list of husband-hont-
ers with which society is laden.”

“We will wait a vear,” said Muriel.
“I do not wish to leave Myrile now,

tivities, never omce thinking or earing
what society or the votaries of #ashion
thought of me.
One day I heard some one ceming up
the stars, acd turned to ecwfront
“Black Erie.”

wliteness, and, a8 be grasped my
wand, said

*I told you I should come some day,
Miss Maxton, und here I am. I thought

them. bad too much pride for that
anvhow; but I resolved, ns I spread our
little table, not to meddle with things
which did not concern me, and then,
when all was ready, I mustered m
sweetest smilg and returned to Muriel,
The pl:ol&;rnplm were untonched,

and Mr. Hugh Scarbore was lolling in
the big upholstered chair I had just |

rchased for my patrons to pose in,

Our photographic rooms afforded an
view of roofs and chimneys
innumerable, and Muriel's dreamy blue
oy looked out as fondly at them as if
were the grandest of gardens,

entrancin

filled with the most beautiful flowers.
“Myrtle, it is settled,” said Hugh

solemnly, as we all sat down to lunch-

aon.
“Without saying a word to me," I

said, in spite ol my resolve.
“Yon

swindlers,” returned Muriel,

*I know i4," 1
aabamed of mysell once pwre.
did you settleit?®

not say saything to me when
made arrangemeuts o take in the

replied humbly,
“How

I would reclaim my picture from the
rogue ' gallery.”

It seemed that he had proven himself
innocent after all. The real “Black
Eric” had been canght and lynched in
a far Western town. He had bronght
references enongh to satisfy even the
most skeptical as to his character and
position in society. -

He accompanied me home and insist-
ed upon laying these all before Hugh,
who thought all this unnecessary if he
only wished to reclaim Lis picture.

We fonnd out his real bnsiness after
a little, thongh, and now in my elegant
drawing-room in San Francisco hangs a
picture painted by my famous sister
pamed “Black Eric the Bandit,” and
my husband declares it beara a sirik-
ing likeness to himself.

| filled as she is with this desperate feel-
ing of independence. I may Elsint
lmtnethiu in that time which will be
| successful.”
¢ I turned away from the two, disgust-
ed with Mauriel's faith in herself, and
Hugh ran down the long flightsa of
stairs whistling, with the two oil paint-
ings tucked under his arm. X
When Mr. Irving's photo was finish-
ed it was as handsome a picture as 1
GVOr ARW.
“I'd nse that face for an oil paintin
if he.was not a forger,” said Muriel.
“T might eall him a bandit, though: s
little sharper eye, s heavier mustache
and eyebrows, and he would be per-
fect. ‘Black Erie the Bandit.' 11
do it, Myrtle.”
“You will not,” I eried, catching the
jcture and sealing it in an envelope
or posting. “He shall never be in-
sulted like that when he is innocent.
Yon will never see his face again.”

“Can't I oven see the one you have

put away for yonr own private inspec-

Drath is the liberstor of him whomr

freedom can not release, the physician
of him whom medicine can not oure,

can not console. —Coltgn,

| cicoumference i§ seenred,

|
1

I was first bridessuuad, |
and took an active part in all the fes- |

and the comforter of him whom time

ten yeass the dictionsry-makers willl put
the stemeotyped wowmd ‘obsoleted” atter
the nosn ‘millstone.” Modern inven-
tions hivve relegated ‘the time-hmared
millstore to obliviors New prooesses
Lhave been discoveredador extracting the
wheat fann flour, beside whicls the
millstors has no sho=”

The ywang man began to grow nier-
ested, He drew hivs eompanior »iato
the doorway of a little switch skansy,
secured permission for the two ‘o-sit
down a moment befowe the fires. amd
asked hivw to continuo

“Nowondays," said the old -mao,
“wheat ircernshed beneath rollers-and
the flour prodnced is moch superise fo
the old make, Then, os the braz that
was onewthought tode almost worids-
less is now sifted by a new process-and
a quality of flour is soparated thats is
worth fosty or fifiy cemts more -per
sack theas the commom variety, Yaa
have headi Shat the kest part of par
tato lay jast beneath tie skin, 1lresns
scientific experiments have showr thas

it is true of all vege gbles, espe lly |

of wheat . This sugweded the san-
struction off 4 sieve thabwonld sepacnde
the littloeparticles of dhe  korne
cling to the shuck when it has Héan
broken pe and groznd %o piecess It
was successinl, and the flour seoured

bin this woas, while ssall in queaity,

is of snperly quality. 'Phds latter pae
ess, war<omly made pessible b ~ibe
new medibd of grindiae wheat thoouhns
been generally adopiod. by all the inge
mills in Sheeeonntry. DBig in the seenn-
time my sscupation ke been gradbally
undermuned. Once ‘nawhile I haw-a
call to g somewherw into the cosntey

| and dresa s stone, botab m very < M oan

¥ tlats |

Most of the millstones. i use
country are of Frenok barr, o =licises
rock, eomdwining rany small, “wogh
envities, and requiri yr bess prepagation
than w.perfectly plwin stone, b =&
quarried in the zeslogical Jdistres
known as the ‘Parsbasin.’ A uary
has beon worked frmany vea sin the
viallexy of the Savaunah Rives : about
one hundred miles sbawe the ol pof Sa-
vannel, and the jaabty of s anes se-
cured is said to be almostequeliothose
prodaged in Francee The lower stone
has gewerally o snaeth grinddg sar
face, The moviag stone is fellowed

tow saed the centesy to allow ‘he mato- |

rial groaml to flim freely bewson the
grivding surfacess The facss of both
stowas have to.le cut witn séraight
groowes in divgeton incligd  eadii
Thow edges of the grooves.ame thus
given s cuttinge achon sorgschar re-

sembling seiss mblades, anc mbendency |

teJorce the graime ontward tossrd the

“elis aocoler -
piing the feediag and avoidige choking
Tondo this wesk proporly reguires o
suermons arweamt of progades, and sa
wiprentice wusk serve ‘gar or five
waars on chaap stones 'wlore ho is Wk
lenwed to tougl: the most saduable ongs.

Mochines werse onco inveated to do “jue

| entting. Lui hey were. not & stccass

It was a hagdi business ‘walaarn, araiin
its day was: very profieble. Moieen
innovations, however, dave no syzspa-
thy for warkingmen, wpd in ten rwers
it is dcabefal if there will be o mall-
stone in we in this santry,”-—~<Ueve-
land Leader.

Church ¥iwirs,

In a» sphere «f human «fort is
greater progress shewn thea, in the
pulpis. But, as walear witness to the
fuct, s dull pang of regret o)abes our
{ jov @ contemplaying the peguant hu-
mors of church ciioirs.

The pews feel many o quslim of cors

agat in the symagogue.
knew a ¢

ners in the pews and the arrows of elo-

hit the chortsters. They tickio dhem-

for Airting with the
it at a disadvantage.

i

ton
of

L

AArOAS
draws, but the corrcet.

While the orgruist is Loldin
picious tete-a-tete behind a

half woy with » fn ol peacogk feath

notq on the fly le

use. An old man, with a slonched has |
ullsd down so far sver Lis fass that |
is small, fast-blinkisg eyes were ll"of
Omuba for trisl. He's a deep one, | most hid from view, sood o litthe way | ever regard thems s sterile Solds for

Lifted his face for the firsé time intw

thas !

gquence that iy over thear heads sever

solves with the straws of conceit, They
wenr an wvisible coat of mail, sad, nu-
der a barricade of hymn-bowks, eat
sugnar-jaums and craek jokes na if each
in turs bad slippad on the ring of
Gyges. The mma with bulging eves
and a bald head, who plays a fantasy
on “Rook of Ages™ on the earnct, fears | their history back to the time of Noah.
no moral castigation from the pulpit ' This very ancient empive has bowme in
rane He hads | its time many names, for it was the ous-
nmockery ol #he | tom when & new dvuasty ascended the

her's meek stare of reprook he | throne to give an
esuses the dimmond on his little Suger | pire, as Hal-gue,
to twinkle in his eyes, as if it hadeanght
aray of celestinl light, while aviple-
ing the last eadenea withh an air
tico-bemignant swperiovity.”
Ho kpnows it is not the sermon that

A sus
cet of
music with a choir girl, who meeta him

ers, the tenor surreptitionsly writes a
J’ of a hymn-book |

fa

-

ot 3
e H

the bare

Unage
churely choirs that missiorattdes must

) labor. —Li,%.

The Standrd of Sell-Measuremest,

*The greaittronlds with peopie.” said
@ Jady from sbroad %o me, “is that they
howe no standard of' self-measuremeni
Now, if I take woandle into a dark cor-
nor # will illuninate $haé corner,. will
it nott? But if Utake it out iuto & vk
tigh® it has no ffect.” The point was
concesdinl. “Wel), -t hem.” she continamd,
“Lhat i mn illust mtior: of the reladve
|[powers of many” . But evoey-
thod v wints to be something he cannoit
The-onpdle would 'be adnmir the lawp
sigas-jedt. the gas- st an eleetrio ligily
nawh the electric 1'ght o san.  Conse-
quently, we have peopls deing gocAd
things peorly instersd of ‘dbing suitab s
tigmgs well. 1t's all 'owing e hawng v
stemdurd! of sell-m msurcnent.” Al

prablem theat ecanno's be 20 detinitelw
staded by positive sompatsons—and
thivds to extent’ the standard of
sel Amensurement sho skl limit ms. The
lad»who saall this to mads s woeaan of
extisordinmsy intelkec il pawer. She
comegdrom abroad intothe heart of
Boston cultare. Tlee “Dest socdety” in-
viterrand soleits her to entew; and her
obse rvation of all thiks | deidoseopic life
is vey keoot and fulls of fsuggestion.
She iad beensinvite d tortalde the lead-
ing jor in a.certain  wnllec 'mal enter-
tainusemt, amil had declinedl "Then I
said @ herr “Bug, a ftex ol have not
yvou, who-conll brin g to-this gathering
80 munh of philosopltic thomght, of keen
insig'k und vison, ard vital saggestion
—have you nctaw eort ain  msponsibility
to giveef yonainbelle ‘tual sundance ?”
So shacanswered me in the words I
have qunted.  3iie ha s tallon the entire
view bthe Boston sit ustioms. For intel-
lectur Bboeiotyiowe is n seriawof wheels
withirs srheeols, of cout itlesseireles and
centersof circkes whe ise 2expuirements
may ¢ &times csncide, buotr which as o
whole e seposadee, an d in Swem all—in
paperwread, .im disci wsiey and com-
ment- -she finls. Littli v of the highest
phase afprofommdiand, origrnal thought.
This a-an inceinble reseld of u eity

all thadollowicg amd | mitation incited
is in ! he same Adrectio)n 1, andiso, 1nsteand
of a cisap copriye of ' fusldonalile cos-
tumey=we havsan ang logyof a cheap
copyiag of irtellectu al sehievement,
Crenerald society ann no mosweach be an
Emersen, a4 M= How e, a I, Holmes,

I than & ean be s Tando rbhilte an Astor, !

and lae aristocrney thins Being one of

a8 al! & anint« Ueetnal line: . And, there-
“fore, dhere 18 am impiense mmount of
med-acrity, r1uging fro the as-
simi'ated culture that iz fiee and high
and saggesti s, bubd not profoundls
porig mad, dow s some ciomb of women
whe bisten to wsehoadgirfishemmay frome
one of their romber and ko discuss 18
in ¢ paerike "mhion. Dt may menta!
gquesifion is this
thiwcirele to Usten to tho.amateur os-

life- 8o whick ik has, collesdwdy, grow »
ar # %o discvusthis in siclydeyres as it

azdl talk gossdm, seandal pr parely mas,
t-mial mterssésa? And

‘gemn them ' And to solh serieas
gmde 15 Tibre not the relative res: wn-
ability to give simply of the lest one
has, thong'Lit be not gpest absolutely ?
{ t—Bostor: . stter.

i Mes. Leslie’s (amends,

Frank TUeslio died 'sasiag his sty

Lie has sedoemed it. She sava:

“I ba:the properix it reach sad thee
assigneas were read; b turn it swes: b
we, bubs ' get 1t 1 owas necessary for
me to Taise #50.000: ¥ borrowed the
woney, atal I borro wad it from . vese-
an. 14w happy T was whensle sigmed
the eligek, and bowhesutiful Moeeiued
to mg b see onc . owoman halpiog am-
othen L borvowedtlae monesinJaae,
and wasto moeke the first paymoad of
£50% on the lsk of Novenbern, On
the 20th of Ocigberl paidh Dack the
S3WMD with icerest. Frow, Jme to
the 2h of Oscjoler I magde G000
claar. 1 had algato pay 530,000 to the
eraditors who (ld not corss nnder the
camtract. 'While L was paang this 280, -
000 of my bhusBand’s debia, Lapent but
| $0 for myself except for board. 1
l Yl in o 184de attic reom, withoet u
Leaspet, and the window wasse high thet

N evuld not gek s glimps of the sKy uyr
Naes I stoodiom o chair and lookell ot
{{When I hadi paid the lubks and rawed
| m monumena to my husband, then I said

|
|
|

He was dark and handsome aa ever, | Sciesce under ¥ fire of the pulpiy | o myself, ‘mow for sarest big pair of
and there were no officers with him now. | Siu cau not perk itself shame-faced o | dinmond sax-rings,” sad away 1 wegt to
He took off his hat with the utmost | the eushion off repose in thw highest
' But who ewe
hused choir to, ery peccssy?
The theologenl sword-thrasts at -

Eurcpe and here are the dismends™
The diamonds avs perfect mabohes,
twenty-aeven carats im weiglit wnd are
nearlwas Inrge arcnnd as ol kel —In-
tervime in Atlang Consiv ution.

———

How Ching Get Tts Nome

xuasty
¥ ohs of old, thero ¥ no elear histo
lud not nntil the “Cl¥yw™ dynasty,

104

| i

Chinese state.

n?u‘r name to the am-
_ “hum-gne, Han-que,
ete,, ncoording co the name of the rul-

China.
een o
—.lng}i

T,

this-is«traee enough , but' it smggests =

whoscarmistocrsey s th at cliletters, for |

intel &, the fdlowing:, tie imitation, |

Is it nodt betler feow

sar: which txpities the Lest imbedlectu d |

oy, than fewbhe same ainede to meeaky

‘st not e ah |
sl circle D led by oxarmbe is @ listhe
imadvance, Dot not e fsr remosad |
sud |

ing housqbeeribly invelved Mre. Lea- |

l?twlrd of 1100 years boders Christ
thaChinese wene a peqggle rled by a
of kingsa, of ‘whom, like the

126, is there anyslewr history of the
The Chineso take

ing monarch. The true ndme is said to
be Chum-que, *the ceunter kingdom of
the world."s Thm term wus by usage
corrupted to Chin-que, and from this
word tho Portwguese gave it the name of
Chiw. proper consists of eight-
oontaining 250,000,000
sh Ilustrated Maga-

Tur happy pastia the happy present,

¥ & prister asks b besd girl to
'w'hin-‘: f of her leve she locks
forma up ims his m-brace and ke puts

bis impriat on i% —Carl Pretzel’s Week-

ly.

Jusse McHewey eame homeat a lato
howe, and in his ssual condition.. *You
are just ous of the saloon. Now, don't
you deny it,” said his wife. “It ain't
my bujyt." r ed the waetched in-
ebriate; “I'd'linve heen thm;at if the
propmietor Aadn't slosed np. " —Toxas

Siftings,
] ' d'Ber hoad so igh
wAZt?m? ue N{Iom. ol
And pass the other maldens by
Asif they made biew bilious?
Wel) may she proudiy walk the stroot,.
The while ber pride Inoer ases
Her cenzy quilt & juit complete
Made of ten the pleces.
—Boston Courier.

“A Bowox girl is: going to ey
| Prof. Edmunds, one of the men who
devised zone standand time.” The mar-
| ringe may be a happyone if some fiead-
\ish paragrapher doesn't'mush in with the
{pemark thasthe Professsr is anxious« to
{eall her his zone.—Exollange.

!\ Tur yourg ladies of! ss Pennsylvamia
‘down have formed a+ “Popping the
‘Question Sowiety.” Aftor a sessonable
term of membership a ysung lady will
| become competent to prompt the falters
ing swain who sets out te propose fom
ber band. —Exchange:

“THEY talk shout & womsaw's sphere

As thoughidt had s lmitg

There"s not a place-in carth or heaven,

There's not stask 1o mankind given,

The e'# not a blessing vra woe,

Tliere's not a whispered 78 or no,

There's not sdife, or deathy or birth,

That hus a feather's welebsof worth,
Without » weman indn”™"

A GOOD WMEASON.

A vyovxa Boatonian, who recently
ment up wmong the hills-of Vermont to
get married to adarmer’s daughter, was
taken to task by the old: man as fol-
lows: “Now, Joems, thisx'ere match
was kinder broaght about by you and
SBusie, and I've lad no oiance to say
vaything to you: How much are you
worth 2" “Well,” replied Jeems, after
seme hesitationy, “puttings it on the
basis of Westerns, Union at 67 1 am
worth 50,000.™ “Stop!! yeung man—
ebop right thand” exclaimed the old
man. “I wan¥% s, sounder: basis than
that!  Jist tiggor on turnips at 75 cents
pa bushel and =2ee what. yonr value
pmounts to!"—Wall Street News,

0% the other land, the Teast of prey
‘wuts that theww. are too: many lunch
tiends nbout the establisliunent, and
that sometlung should be done to erad-
jaate them; andithen hé-swys, “give me
another big slissofl that:isel: the last
vas a little toosat; aud a few more po-
tatoes and gravy, plenty of gravy, if
sou please; and another plate of bread,
pudd plenty of vermicelli., Itis healthy,
m little of it ‘s and sowme =alad, Yon
pught to have. more vegetnbles and
Mish, or oystars,. like they do at the.
peher saloon_and o fresh napkin, I
ean’t ent mweh pow, ae I ate s late.
bLireakfast, and I am goig home to din-
ner, Just want a mere hbite to stay my
stomuch,” amd finallyy when he takes.
has temporary leave he dees it with the
air of a pringe abdicating the throne.—
Arkaaisaw Lrareler,

AMALGAMATNON.

Amalgn was a chieftaim bold,

The bmvest ot bis cdam,
In legemd yumint his yeaise is told,
For in the glorfons dags of old

He was o mighty taum.
Thero came n maid, ada! fair was she,

but doleiul was lias state;
“Alas! though he camgenot for me,”
She sung In nmourntfol melody,

*1 weuld Amnlesanate.”

Then sald the warrior: “Single bliss
Hes been much overrated,”

And pressing on hae lips o kiss,

This dainty moedieval miss
Simightway Amned e s mated,

O, sy mine, ho av'er,did rue
Him of his eap*dsation:

Be mine his joy—%love but yon—

Arwl ench 10 caolwell o'er be truag

lasweet amalgsaation,

LY LT
!

l

A Ealgarian Funeral.

A (muernl presession, descnbed by
Mr. More in his recent work, sotitled '
“Under the Dalkans,” was ramarkable
in tha first plaoe for a yoke &f white
oxew drawing & wagon wibls wicker
sid s, on which the coffin—that of a
woman—was placed feet foremost:

“Un the frontof the wagom rode the
vdast, earrving in his haod a sacristy
mude of clax; and behind sat one of the
mlatives, b was followed by a small
wowd of akout twenty or Shirty monrn-
ans, mostlx women, wearing gowns off
|ooarse Lhoraespan cloth, celered aprons,.
jand band%archiefs om their heads, be-
ling the usuad costume ef the count
| Arriving at the rnins off the battersd
 and decapad Church of S8 George, the
processpn stopped amd the mournera
crossed themselves, while the
scattersd imcense om all sides. The
corpse, wiich was wupped in a colored
blankst, the face cnly being exyesed,
was eaxrind into the charch, placed be-
fora She ultar, and laid feet castward in
the Manket, the baad being »
by apillow. The body was ina
gold-braided bridal costume, a hand-
kerchief on the head, shoes sl stock-
ings on the feet, and a gold clesin aronnd
the neck. Om the breast was plased o
highted triplo-dranched wax and
banches of flowers were alse lawd on the
brewst and placed in the band, A small
oil lamp was burning near the head, A
loaf of on » plate, & pan of Loiled
wheat, and & dish of honey were set
near the eung The mourners and
congregation, to the sumber of abont
fifty, westly women, each held a light-
ed taper, as did also the two officiating
prieats and the clerks.”

4 Wliuin Ntock,
uncle, asked one of his consins:
eyt ot ST e
tittle boy. 1

Jabez's

. 80 early ?" exclaimed little
Jay G “Why, my pa never waters
::;k until llil0 goes nl(!lo:m town in the
Cl ’ Ib?“ or S Pittsburgh




